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One 


1989 


| leaned in the doorway listening to Axl give an interview. It was damage control for our song, "One in a Million". 
It was a good song, some of the lyrics were abrasive, but so were a lot of our lyrics. Axl wrote them. When 


Izzy wrote lyrics they tended to be a little more subtle. Axl wrote with a sledge hammer. 


| listened to him try to justify it, to construct some reason that would exonerate him. | was the half black one 
in this band and the worst thing he said in that song was "niggers". Did | care? Not really. Did | think Axl was 
racist? Not any more than any other small town white boy, probably less. Everyone was a little racist but if 
you dealt with someone in one of the groups that he listed, faggots, immigrants, niggers, did | miss anyone? 
When you dealt with them in some everyday capacity you got past the label and started dealing with the 


person. 


| gazed at him, at his long hair that was shiny and hanging over his shoulders, at the way he flipped it out of 
his eyes. The tape recorder was running while he talked and | wondered about these interviews, did the 


reporters play the tape later and type up what he said? 


Now the interviewer was asking him about the faggots line. This should be good. | knew what he was going to 
say, that thing about the guy trying to rape him in St. Louis. | was right, he was getting right into that. | licked 
my lips, looking at him. He was saying how pro-heterosexual he was. I'd get him to change that. 


"Pro-heterosexual, huh?" | said, watching him as he got ready. We were going out, out to the clubs where we 
knew everybody and no one would freak out because we were there. He had showered and was blow-drying his 


hair, running the brush through it as he did. It was how he got the slight wave out of it. 


"Yeah," he said, glancing over at me as he started to brush his teeth. He wore his jeans, and | half wished he 
was wearing those tight leather pants. But those were for the stage, not for just hanging out. 


"Really?" | said, running my tongue across my top lip slowly, staring at him. He widened his eyes just slightly 


and looked away from me. 


"Get out of here, Slash. Go get ready," he said, but | saw the red color creep into his cheeks. 


"Where's Erin!" | heard this question shouted a dozen times from our old friends. The music was loud and 


pulsed around us, and you couldn't hear anybody unless you screamed in their ear. 


"A photo shoot!" he'd yell back, and if the person asking the question was a girl she'd tug on his jacket or lean 


against him, now that Erin wasn't here to disapprove. 


| had my drink by me, a whiskey and water, but | was only sipping it. For too long now I'd drank until | blacked 
out. Blacking out was different than sleeping, there was no experience of the passage of time. It was an abyss. | 
didn't want to do that, not tonight. | wanted to help Axl figure a way around his pro-heterosexual-ness. 


| watched him down a beer and then another and then a shot. | watched the muscles in his face relax and his 
smile come more easily. He was getting there. He was almost at that pliable stage where it would be easy to 


convince him to stray from Erin, from his homophobia, from his experience in St. Louis. 


| stood up, feeling nearly sober and finding it strange in these surroundings. Clubs didn't make as much sense 


sober. | tugged on Axl's sleeve and he looked up at me, a slight question on his face. 


"C'mon!" | yelled to him, starting to walk toward the backroom, hoping he would follow. | pushed on the old west 
style swinging doors that lead to the backroom, down the hall with rows of hooks for coats, odd closets filled 
with cleaning shit. | thought about the club during the day, workers vacuuming and polishing light fixtures and 
picking up all the crap from the night before. 


When | turned around Axl was there, a paper cup filled with a beer in his hand, his jean jacket making him look 


younger. | felt my breathing become irregular. | wouldn't describe myself as pro-heterosexual, or pro- 
homosexual. | just did what | wanted with who | wanted. And right now | wanted him. 


"Yeah, what do you want?" he said, staring at me. | took the beer from his hand and set it down on a card 


table, then | gripped the labels of his jean jacket, pulling him toward me. 


"Uh, you," | said, sounding like a dork, brushing his hair away from his face. His look darkened and he glared at 
me and jerked away. 


"What the hell, Slash?" he said, anger in his voice, dark and sudden. 

| backed him up against the wall, my hands on either side of him, trapping him. 

"Don't say you've never thought about it," | said, leaning in to kiss him. He turned his head away. | grabbed his 
belt buckle and pulled him closer to me. | got ahold of the back of his head and turned his face to mine and 
kissed him, feeling his body twist as he struggled against me, but then he relented and kissed back 

"I don't want to do this," he said, his eyes glazed from alcohol and desire, the words soft and insubstantial. 
"Yes you do," | said, leaning against him and kissing him again, this time his mouth opened and | slipped my 


tongue in, feeling the sharp edges of his teeth. | slipped both hands down to his ass and squeezed, my tongue 
going deeper down his throat at the same time. 


